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EDWIN MARKHAM AND THE BANDIT John Russell McCarthy 

(Markham believed the bandit was the notorious 
Black Bart, but probably he was mistaken.) 


What is the call that lures and mocks 
Over the hills, beyond the rocks. 

Where Edwin Markham watches the flocks 
Above the lazy river? 


The call is low; but ‘sure and keen 
It comes to the lad of seventeen - 
vyho rides away toward the far and green 
Mountains of Adventure, 

He's camped for the night in a quiet draw, 
Hidden from friend, from foe, and from law. 
When the hairiest man he ever saw 
Slaps him on the shoulder. 

"Why have you ridden so far today? 

Are you hunting me, you rascal? Say. 

"Oh no I I‘m only running awa^ - 
I'm looking for Adventure. 


Hoi Hoi" lau^s the hairy one. 

"Come, my lad — your adventure 3 
You'll live with me in my^^hide-out, son, 

And be a mighty bandit.’ 

Young Markham’s ’’No" is scarcely heard. 

For ^no" is hardly the sort of word 
To shout at eyes which have not stirred 
And a hand upon a pistol. 

Young Markham proves that * f. P®® bold. 

He lives for days in the bandit s hold. 

Hears of taking '^ells-^argo gold 

And the wide proud days of spending. 

"Adventure, boy? Before you’re grown 
Your very name will make men moan, 

“ur voIL and gun, lll.e mine, be kno»n 
The length of California. 

"Not I, my friend," says Markh^ then; 
"iLek Adventure beyond your ken - 
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If ever my name is known, to men 
It will not be in terror." 

Though different ways their Journeys wend, 
Markham and his bearded friend 
Seek Adventure to the end - 
Each one in his manner. 

The bandit swaggers in his pride, 

His deeds are whispered far and wide 
Through the Sacramento countryside; 

He's cursed in twenty counties. 


Markham grieves for human woo. 

He fights his fignt fo^^ "The Man With the Hoe, 
His words are magic wherever words go, 

And he's blessed in twenty countries. 


tl 


(Wings) 


DESPOILERS 


They ride roughshod over our sensibilities like 
barbaric horsemen, these crafty despoilers, like the savage 
hordes of the Mongolian nomads swarming out, o. the oi 

the Asiatic steppes. The sun rises and sets upon their - 
poliations, a dreary waste; there is ; 

ruins or their designs: the stars wheel 

courses upon their depredations; is no tuning nor 

end to their spoilings or their desires. 

and reactionary, their numbers legion, never once mista^v^n 
“r Z rlult in their ovm opinion, they would the 

oarth like an inexorable hurricane until all is leveiea lo 

of the dead. Where they the sunlltf.t 

dims and is blotted as before a shadow and before a .g, 
where they pass, there is left a desolation and a dai xue 
Sarsettle? not upon a few for a time, but upon a.l and 

for years. 

It is not that they attaok, Erectly, 
or material welfare, although that too must f 

inpvltable aftereffect. Roat.lier they first lay siege ^ ° 
e??:n^oidB“ o? the Intellect and tho spirit, Knowtng full 
well that when once these are brcksf-n dov/n . 

fall. They are oondemners of life* these despoiler , 
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haters of the fullness of life, the makers of codes, fet¬ 
ters, fetishes and taboos. They are the implacable foes of 
the higher learning, the despiaers of the arts, the burners 
of the monuments and the books. They are the enemies, not 
alone of the four freedoms but of the four and forty free¬ 
doms, making haste to make progress backward like the crab. 

Do you know, the.Middle Ages are not so far behind 
us that they do not yet stretch forth a bony hand to clutch 
at our backs, seeking again and again to set the iron col¬ 
lar of serfdom once more about our necks. Nor are the Dark 
Ages so far to the reai* that they do not still throw their 
deep shadows across our paths. Wherever these shadows fall, 
there springs up from the earth a benighted brotherhood, 
full armed and panoplied as from the dragon's teeth, to set 
upon all and sundry and to block the road. Wherever this 
darkness gathers, the world stands still and man is left 
groping for the light. 

And there ^ a light in the world, the light of 
liberal thought, that shine.s so briefly, vanishes and reap¬ 
pears from time to time with the ages. If it were not so, 
the spirit of man would still be g±'’oveling in the dust. 
Long ago, this is the licrtio that w’as aglow over Asia, Gon-» 
fuclus saw xt; tne Zuddha Inew it, and Asoka of Behar; Zo¬ 
roaster passed it to the Tbir. Is the light that once 
burned sc brightly over Or-jecs; Socrates held it forth, a 
rival to the .^un. It flickered once over Galilee and was 
gone, to reappear centuries later in Granada of the Moors 
and in Venice of the Deges., It bJasod out briefly over Eng¬ 
land in the wondrous day of Elizabeth, and went dead over 
France in the fearful Napolecrao night. This is the light 
that burns now in Amei'ica, rekindled here by the Fathers of 
the Revolution, It is still very bright, so far-reaching 
that it shines out over the Bri tish Empire, the Low Coun¬ 
tries and the Scandinavian kingdoms; while something of its 
beams has set aglcw the skies over the fringes of Latin 
America and has penetrated afar off that darkness that was 
once Russia of the Czars. It Is still strong'in its illum¬ 
ination; but it may be gone tomorrow, for the gales about 
it too are strong and they are rising, rising. 

Feeble as it is and short before the obliterating 
breath of these despoilers, thj.3 liglit that cooes and goes 
bears the only hope of the v/crld for an ul.timately enlight¬ 
ened mankind. If only we can hold outi Somewhere, sometame, 
no doubt, the meek shall inherit the earth. '“Blessed are 
the Meek," surely, blessed in their meekness and in tneir 
patience a thousandfold, for their's is a long, long wait, 

L. B. W. 
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horace the guild mouse 


horace sez rachel i am going 2 give U the gist and 
the esents of sum tawk 1 herd when i wuz ahobanohin with 
Sadie over 2 the folks what live 3 doors down frum next un2 
the guppys - so tha5/ wuz a twakin she sez about a artist as 
thay kalled griffin and thay wuz tawkin about superstishyun 
and what is superstishyun she ast. superstishyun mi deer i 
sez is a part uv a bodies bringin-up what leves a skreu lus 
in2 Ure brayn and that skreu bouncis around in Ure been and 
gits on2 Ure nerves and distroies Ure equaliberashun of the 
telepathic vibrashuns of Ure kranium i sez. sumthing like 2 
that musta hapined 2 U she sez at burth shal we say she ast 
the onlie thing what ull give me a dose ov superstishyun i 
sez is a blak kat akrostin my path, but tell me more, i kan 
take anything oncet but leve out the part about blak kats. 

wel sez rachel thay wuz asayin sumthing about spil 
ling salt on2 ther ant susies bean and ant susle sez that 
that means as lie kros a krlk and bee bit by a skorpiun and 
then thay sed as how henrie thats the artist henrie thay 
sed oncet wawked under a lader yes piped up henrie and it 
did the queerlst things 2 me sew i Jest koudint kontrol my¬ 
self wie it wuz 6 munths be4 i kud sew mutch as draw a reel 
strait line he sez," wel frum what i saw 1 sez -- watsh Ure 
gramer sez rachel sean my deer horace o k sean i sez frum 
what i sean on2 his pikshurs his equaliberashun wuz past by 
a statchooery degree ov Intestinates as his pikshurs has 
awl the earmarks of a gote bobbin his gotee up and leving 
the kanvas smeered with goo, thats what 1 thot sez rachel 
onlie 1 kood use them nice wurds better 2 sumthing else, 

what happined next i ast? o she sez it wuz sumthin 
about old looie braking a looking glas outen his wifea ant- 
eek wash stand and that woman sed as how it wuz awful as 
old looie had got mad at Jess and thru a hamer at him so as 
Jess dojed and the hamer went rite thru the look in glas in 
2 that anteek and then sez rachel katshing her breth in her 
kontinuashuns looie went out and fell j.n2 the duc^rs pond 
and lost his falce teeth 1 will now quot as 2 what v/uz sed, 
she went on as looies wife sez quot Im sew upset^1 no as 2 
how that sumthing awfil is going 4 2 overtake looie she sez 
with him agoing off 2 the city 4 2 get his mouth mesured up 
4 a new set of teeth aftlr abrakin that ther look in glas. 
unquot sez rachel. 

did ther anything hapin to old looie i ast mildlie 
suspishius of superstishyun. im glad U ast sez rachel on a 
kount ov up 2 the time that it wuz late and i wanted 4 2 
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get home and chek up on2 Ure doings the sherif had telefon- 
ed2 say as how looie wuz in the Jug 4 punshin the dentist 
in the puss (face), awl on a kount ov a brmkin look in glas 
she aez, 

not wisjin 4 2 interrupt Ure deliniashuns of thos 
idiotsinkrosies ov superstiahyuns i sez but what hapined 2 
the guy what spilled the salt on2 ant susies bean i ast. o 
him sez rachel thats a funie thing that as i shud forgit ov 
him she sez on a kount of as sumwun told him that 42 up 
brak the superstishyun Jinks he shod outta tie a rope awl a 
round a kows horn and then tie tother end awl around ov his 
left foot, put a dazie in2 his butinhole and wawk 2 the ner 
ist- frogs pond and ketsh a flie of fen the kows bak and feed 
it 2 the bigist grean toad he kud find in that ther pond so 
the next morning thay found him she aez and his foot wuz a 
stickin outen the frogs pond, him and the big toad aralsing 
awl kinds ov dogs, and the kow wuz astandin bye achewin ov 
her kud she sed and awl on a kount ov as 2 hew he had spil¬ 
ed salt on2 his ant susies bean. 


GUILD MEETINGS 


The June meeting of the Guild is to be held at the 
Sierra Marire City Hall at 8:30 p.m,, Friday evening, June 
14, This meeting is to be conducted jointly by the Arts 
Guild and the Sierra Madre Civic Club, and everyone is in¬ 
vited, since it is to be a meeting of general interest to 
the town. An official of the Pasadena Tournament of Roses 
will be present to award the trophy to the city and to show 
a color film of last New Year’s parade. 

In addition to the trophy award at the City Hall, 
there will be an exhibition at both the City Hall and the 
Arts Guild Studio of oil paintings, pastels, water colors 
and wood blocks. Among the artists to be represented in the 
exhibition are Jonathan Scott, Paul and Caroline Rohland, 
Helen Narozny, Alfred James Dewey, Bernard Wynne, Elmer and 
Myrtle Weese, Bee V^ard Mclvor, Mrs, Lee' H, Cash, Catherine 
Tuttle and Howard Morgridge, 

To wind up the program, some refreshments will he 
served at the Arts Guild Studio, where there will be a song 
fest and dancing, lead and directed by Francis Eakman, 

There will be no Guild meetings during the months 
of July, August or September, 
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THE HERMIT OF THE HIGHWAYS Alfred James Dewey 


Several years ago, while strolling through the old 
"Baldwin Oaks" (that was before it was subdivided and you 
oould walk for miles through the oaks without bumping into 
somebody's back yard), my attention was attracted to a tiny 
trickle of smoke coming through the leaves of one of the 
oaks. If you have lived in California more than a couple of 
weeks you will tremble at a trickle of smoke coming from 
any place except, perhaps, from an incinerator, I trembled. 

Under that oak I found a hobo camp and a hobo. Not 
a typical hobo camp and not a typical hobo, I had always 
pictured a hobo as an unkempt, dirty rascal with an outfit 
that smelled of laziness. After studying the man lying 
there in the nude, sound asleep, taking a sun bath, I de¬ 
cided that he was Just an old-timer on a camping spree - 
got sore at his wife, maybe, and walked out. 

He was around seventy, his skin so scrubbed that 
it glistened in the sunlight. His body was powerful with 
the well developed muscles of an athlete, and his face was 
deeply wrinkled and weather-beaten. There was a high light 
on the end of his small nose and his spacious upper lip and 
square chin denoted Irish descent. 

On a bush were two shirts and a suit of underwear 
drying, A suit of clothes, neatly folded, were in the fork 
of the oak. On the camp fireplace, built of stones, cn a 
bare spot, a kettle was simmering. The dry leaves had been 
scraped ten feet or more away from the fire. And, believe 
it or not, a necktie - orange and light brown stripes - was 
hanging on a twig. Against the far side of the oak was a 
sleeping-bag and a black suitcase. 

To tell the truth, I was embarrassed at intruding 
upon the privacy of this man, I had concluded he was a 
hobo in spite of his cleanliness. There was something about 
the whole layout that gave me the hunch. Anyway, the old 
guy knew the camping game; he wasn't an amateur. What an 
unusual hobo and so clean, I thought as I tiptoed away. 

For three years I haunted that place, I couldn't 
get the picture out of my mind. On one of my walks I decid¬ 
ed to drop down to the S, P, tracks. There was a regular 
place down there for hobos; they had been stopping there 
for years, It was generally considered a hobo camp ground,, 
and no one encroached on their domain. 

There were five dirty, bewhiskered old rats there 
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sitting around, some smoking, some dozing, others eating 
out of filthy tin cans, I queried them about the hobo that 
I had seen under the tree* 




"Oh, him," said an old grizzled duffer, "That must 
be Old Baldy, the hermit. Rides the rods with us but always 
goes off by hisself to camp. Cracked in the bean. Claims he 
is going to retire come next year to some shack - a vine- 
covered cottage, he calls it — up in Monterey — and write a 
book. ’Fifty years uhder the stars’ he’s going to call it. 
I think he's a nut. ’The Hermit of the Highways' he calls 
hisself. Maybe so, and then again, maybe he aln t. The last 
time I seen him was down in Orleans," 


I found Old Baldy, the hermit, the next spring. He 
was not taking a sun bath, but sitting under the same wide, 
spreading oak, reading the Geographic. A shirt was drapped 
over the same bush (undoubtedly he had taken his sun bath). 

A kettle of stew was simmering over the coals. He greeted 
me with a blarney smile and seemed a bit surprised when I 
called him by name, 

"You were the same feller that came along some two 
three years ago and looked me over, now weren’t you? I got 
a glimpse at ya while you were surveying my outfit. And I m 
afiguring that you got my name from them 

tracks. V»ell, anyway, now that you’re here, what can I do 
for you?" 

"They called you ’Old Baldy, the hermit.’ Why the 

hermit?" 

"Well, ’twas this way. One time years ago a news- 
naoer feller wrote a piece in the paper and called it ine 
St S the Highway! ■ He said I was a hermit hscause^I 
alwavs went off by myself and had nothing -Pnnni;-- 

other hobos. Part of it was a lie, and it cro^' 

but that line, 'Hermit of the Highways, 

I’ll use it in my book. Yes, I'm on my wa^ to my cottage m 
Monterey now to retire and write my book, 

"How long have you been on the road?" I asked, 

'•Dome next month I’ll end my fifty years undei: th^ 
Stars And never a dull moment. Being a hobo for 
yeSJ^may s^m ltrange to you, but I’ve enjoyed every mo¬ 
ment of it. It’s a free life, but not always eas^. As a 
child I wanted to get away - away from ^hat I didn ^ know. 

As years went by I realized that I was fnig thp^sort 

flnLent. The thought of a prison or anything of the sort, 

scared me to death, I was even afraid of y 
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where people are tied to a lathe or a counter, I realize 
now that I was fighting an inferiority complex. By going on 
the road I found freedom," 

He lighted his pipe and walked over to put a good- ' 
sized limb on the fire, "That," he said, "will give me some 
fine coals to make my coffee over in the morning. I always 
have a plan for everything. You see, feller," he continued 
with a twinkle, "to he a success at anything, you must have 
a plan, even at hoboing. To be a successful hobo - and I 
consider my life a success - every detail must be worked 
out. 


"It was down in Florida that I first got the wan¬ 
derlust, My home was in a little town Just outside of Mar¬ 
ion, Ohio. I lived there with ray mother. My father had died 
some time before. He had, before his death, had a very suc¬ 
cessful grocery business and was well thought of In all the 
town. I used to work in my father*3 store. I was handy with 
tools and could fix things. I even fixed my mother’s sewing 
machine and her carpet sweeper. When I was fixing things, I 
was contented, but as soon as the job was done I wanted to 
get away. One thing that has stood me in good turn in my 
wanderings is that I always insisted upon being paid for 
my work, and too, I saved my money, 

"l was engaged to a fine girl. We were to have 
been married on June 21, 1892. I was then twenty-one, I was 
scared about that, too, wondering if I had made a mistake, 
would I be pent up in some factory to make a living? Or 
maybe Jane would keep me under her thumb. Three days 
the wedding was to have taken place, Jane came down wl^h 
pneumonia and died on the day that had been set for our 
wedding. Naturally I was grief-stricken. I couldn ^ s^^y on 
there with sympathetic friends pestering me, so I took a 
train for Florida. 

"I got a room in a boardinghouse near 3t, August¬ 
ine and started out on long walks through the countryside. 
After many of these journeys - fixing things on the way for 
Interesting people - I began to check up on myself, I d 
made two dollars one day, a dollar thirty-five another, and 
so on. Why not start out and go west, working my way? I had 
always wanted to find out what the West was 
For years my curiosity has always been taking me beyond the 
next hill. You see, feller, I always sought escape.still 
do. And the cottage I have will be my final escape. 

He lighted his pipe again and lapsed into sileme. 
Flames from the camp fire lighted his face, the face of an 
Irish gentleman. 
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"So you’ve wandered over the country, picking up a 
dollar here and a dollar there?” I asked, "When did you get 
this cottage, and what prompted ydu to pick a place up at 
Monterey?" 


"Well, sir, I’ve always liked the ocean. Never had 
a hankering to be on it, though. The fact is that I never 
was on a big boat in all my life. One day, years ago, I was 
standing on a point at Monterey looking across the vast ex¬ 
panse of the Pacific, I decided then and there that .I..was 
going to buy that point and build me a cottage there. It 
would be a cottage like that Jane and I had planned. There 
would be a grass plot with a border of pansies around it, I 
stayed there that nl.^t and drew the plan of my vision with 
a stick in the sand," 

He picked up a stick and made some lines on the 
ground, "it goes this way," he said. "The point Juts out in 
the ocean like a piece of pie. Here is the floor plan. This 
is the bedroom. It will have big windows facing on three 
sides, and right over my bunk is a skylight - that’s so as 
I can lie in bed and seo the stars. Through this window on 
the east I can see the moon come up over the hills, and the 
west window will give me an excellent view of the sunsets* - 
and also, moonsets. 

"Speaking of the moon - you know, feller, I be¬ 
lieve that I have seen the moon rise and set more times 
than any other man in the world. What’s more, I’ve seen it 
rise and set in nearly every state in this country. It has 
been my pal for these many years, following me from east to 
west and from the north to the south. If I am asleep, the 
first rays of the rising moon seem to touch my eyelids, to 
wake me and as much as to say ’your pal is here,’ Yes, I’ve 
seen it rise out of the rolling waves of the Atlantic and 
I’ve seen it set beneath the swells of the Pacific, It has 
waked me on the Rocky Mountains, on the plains of Iowa, and 
on the rivers of Florida, .1 have seen it cast’a ribbon of 
silver across the Mississippi, That’s the reason I have a 
large window to the west. That old moon, before it is swal¬ 
lowed by the inky waters, will send a path of silvery light 
across my face, 

"You know, feller, .buying that point of land gave 
me a different aspect on life. The day I got the deed to it 
I felt like a millionaire, and there was the added satis¬ 
faction of having earned every cent I put into it, I had a 
notion to quit the road and settle down; but as they say, 
once a hobo always a hobo, and then I needed more money to 
build my cottage. Then too there were still many places I 
wanted to see, and friends I wanted to see again, I have 
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friends from coast to coast. Some of the middle-*a6ed men 
and women that I saw on my last trip out here, I held on my 
knee when they were kids, 

"Oh, I’ve learned a lot during my fifty years on 
the road. Of course, I am a hobo; and like a lot of the old 

bums that cross my path, I always get a kick out of beating 

my way. It’s silly, I suppose, but I would much rather ride 
in a box-car than in an automobile. Guess it is because I 
like the rumbling of the wheels on the steel rails, 

"In my early days when I was very new to the game, 

I figured out there are two kinds of people. Of course, 

there are many kinds of people, but they are really In two 

classifications - negative and positive. Negative people 
are cursed with a predomlnence of fear. They never take a. 
chance. They are always afraid of what other people think. 
They are the followers; they never lead. I have seen towns 
where there are a majority of negative people. Those towns 
are sad places. They never grow, I know certain streets in 
towns that are negative on the one side and positive upon 
the other. On the positive side they'll say 'What can I do 
for you?', while on the negative they'll say 'Well, what do 
you want?' I never look for work on that side of the street, 

"Follow the positive wire if you want to get on. 
And then there's habit. If a feller gets the habit of doing 
things at a certain time, it comes natural to him and works 
as an antidote to laziness. Laziness is the downfall of man 
as someone once said. There never v/as a truer saying, I m 
lazy everybody is. But you don't have to be necessarily 
lazy Just because you're a hobo, 

"And here's some more advice for hobos: always 
keep some money in your pocket. Even if you are hungry, 
don't spend your last cent for food. When I started out 
from Florida that first time, I fastened a twenty dollar 
bill in my shirt. And do you know, for all these years I ve 
kept twenty dollars pinned in my shirts. It wasn't the same 
twenty, for I've had to break it several times; but I d al¬ 
ways hustle round till I made it up. Balanced my budget, so 
to apeak. And another thing I learned in those early days, 
that is, to keep clean. Of course a feller can't ride the 
rods and such and keep his outer clothes clean. But he can 
keep his body clean, and his shirts and underwear, and ho 
can shave. Look at that bunch down by the tracks,' Even a 
hobo should have some self-respect. The first thing I do 
when I find a good place to camp is to clean out a place 
for my fire, I get some water on and go about getting my 
things placed so I can find them in the dark. Then I strip 
and scrub myself and wash out a shirt or two and my under- 
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wear. You see, a feller has to travel light in this game, I 
carry two shirts, a suit of underwear and a suit of clothes 
and sometimes I have a suit of coveralls. Well, you, know 
the rest - coffee and something to eat. If it’s still light 
I read a while and then crawl ih," 

He got up and poked the fire again, looked up at 
the sky. It was a clesu* night and the stars were bright, 
"i’ll enjoy those stars tonight,” he said. "I’ve made some 
study of astronomy. Always intended to go up to Mt, Wilson 
to see them through that big telescope, but I guess I never 
will now. There are so many things in this country that a 
feller ought to see. That's one reason I've stuck to hobo*» 
ing so long. Oh, well, a man can’t see everything,” 

"What,” I asked, "do you consider your chief asset 
in your career?” 

"Well, feller, my chief asset, as I found out long 
before I'd been out many months, was my blarney smile, I 
was born with it, so they say. My mother had it and so did 
my dad. That smile became my trade-mark. It was no forced 
smiJ.e - my face Just grew that way, I will say that I gave 
it a bit of an extra quirk when I went to a place hunting 
some fixing to do. And there was another bit of cheating I 
did: I’d go in with my smile and, if the prospect was a 
little cold, I'd turn on a little pathos and say, ’Couldn ^ 
you give me a bit of a Job to tid.e me over?’ I’ve sai.d thuo 
so many tdiaes that I’ll probably be shouting it out to the 
angels when I get up there,” 

We sat there and smoked. The fire was dying down. 
The old boy seemed to have talked himself out. H-is eyes 
were closed. I got up to go, 

”I didn’t tell you, did I,” he said, "that my cot¬ 
tage was finished a few months ago. And it’s all paid 
It's mostly stone and cement. When I get up there a^.?- I ^1 
have to do Is to plant the vines and sow the flower seels. 
Then I'll settle down to the life of a gentleman. But say, 
feller, I’m going to miss the open road. Yes, I’m going to 
miss the rumbling of wheels on steel rails, the screeching 
of brakes, the box-cars, the rode. Even tramping the high¬ 
ways will be Just a memory after next week. It'll be a fond 
memory, yea, a very fond memoryI" 

I bade him good-night and started for home, 

"If you ever get up that way,” he called after me 
as I was making my way across the field, "drop 
me. Everybody will know Old Baldy's vine-covered cottage. 
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